WHAT WE DID

Remember those who fought for us

Amidst the old burning fields,

Remember those who fought for us 

So we could grow our cornfields.

Remember those who fought for us

Within a dirty trench,

Remember those who fought for us

For to their souls our fists do clench.

Remember those who died for us

To get their friends home safely,

Remember those who died for us

With many hurting gravely.

Remember those who died for us

To help their country strive,

Remember those who died for us

To keep us all alive.

Remember those of whom we fought

When they destroyed our homes,

Remember those of whom we fought

Then they destroy massive zones.

Remember those of whom we fought

Many of us pay the toll,

Remember those of whom we fought

So they can’t steal our soul.

FOR THE FALLEN

Pinned to my shirt, the poppy lies,

I think of the solider, to soon who dies.

The colour of it, so deep and red,

Just like blood from the dead.

It makes me think, it makes me sad, 

About another kid who lost their dad.

War is bad, it all seems wrong,

But in the end we came out strong.

So I wear this flower every year, 

To remember those that fought in fear.

I’m proud to wear it on my chest,

The war is over, now they rest. 

HOW WE SURVIVED

Left in a field to die, 

This soldier asks why,

Seeing faces all around,

Life is lost with no bounds.

We will remember this night,

When we didn’t fight,

It makes me wonder,

The enemy is under plunder.

The guns sounding so near, 

The fighting from the rear,

Nothing happening now,

All I can think is how.

Bodies lay all about,

They shout,

I close my eyes and dream,

 of home.

THE FINAL LETTER

Daddy told me he’d be back soon,

That he was woeful, he’d been gone since June.

He told me all was fine,

That he and his comrades felt simply divine.

Even though I was only eight, 

I could imagine why he’d be a little late.

Thoughts of booming and banging from the guns of men, 

Kept me up till half past ten.

Why, oh why, had he gone away,

Now the world felt so dull and grey.

In the back of my mind I understood,

That he was doing only good.

My dearest father was giving all he possessed, 

So me, and you, could live without being depressed.

So when I got the final letter, 

I felt a tiny bit better.

My loving dad had shone with bravery and pride, 

He’d faded away with a bounce in his stride.

He’s not the only one,

Who wasn’t able to outrun a rattling gun.

Let us never forget,

We are in the soldier’s debt.

THE SOLDIERS

The soldiers stood tall and proud,

The gunshots were very loud. 

Many died in their wake,

Much more despair they shall make.

Death came to greet them as they fell;

Their bodies will lie on the ground to dwell.

War still goes on no matter who falls,

For they keep coming from the enemy walls.

The skies turn grey as war goes on,

Never stopping at dusk or dawn.

Wishing for the day to return to homes,

Not wanting to be join our comrades’ bones.

